Priscilla was late for the methadone clinic again. It was on East Commerce, a county away, on San Antonio's affectionately known westside even though the neighborhood is to the right of center if one is viewing a map. When I first started taking her years before that the daily dose was eight dollars. The last time I heard it had increased to thirteen, though that was a different synthetic heroin retailer - this being still years ago from now. At these establishments a "patient" who is demonstrated to have heroin in their urine stream is prescribed a legal, much more addicting and physically taxing cherry flavored vile cough syrup alternative by a medical PhD graduate during a few minute consultation, the markup for the product being in the thousand percentile. At first the dosage must be administered daily, gradually - after further drug screening reveals only the methadone and not street grade heroin - increasing to take-home doses supplied in screw-top plastic bottles carried out in locked boxes supplied by the customer. The maximum amount of time one can get away from a daily commute is one month. In over ten years Prissy never had more than two week's worth at any time, which is average, as nearly all of the clientele simply continued on the same regimen of self-administered concoctions in addition to the pharmaceutical grade supply. Other than the daily trek to the building and the waiting in line - which often extended out of the door - there was no penalty. Commerce on Commerce. Priscilla's median dosage was one hundred and forty milliliters - an extremely large amount, especially for a female lean of build who stands four feet ten inches tall. She was fond of pointing this out - a badge of honor displayed proudly. 

From our home in Cibolo it took forty-five minutes at interstate highway speed to get to the destination. These dispensaries are only open from five-thirty am to ten or eleven am. This keeps the cost of payroll down and profits maximized. An off-duty police guard is also employed to ensure the line keeps flowing like dehydrating numbness from a tap. 

I've had one dog in my lifetime. A chihuahua Prissy named Princess. It was given to us by her oldest sister Patricia when we first showed up together at a family holiday gathering. Not the teacup variety, but still the runt of the litter. I have never had the urge to have pets other than some tiny sharks in an aquarium when I was a teenager. They were bioluminescent under the blacklight that illuminated the tank. The way I express it when pressed is that I'm a whole person and I don't need constant reassurance that something needs me. I don't expect to have another. 

She was palm-sized when gifted. For seven years it crawled under the covers every night and slept huddled next to my thigh. After the birth of our daughter Kallisti we let it roam the neighborhood - four streets still more than a mile from anything else - instead of taking her for walks. Her coat had begun to pale in places like a person's head will grey. Prissy had suggested we ought to let her have a litter before she was too old, and sure enough soon her belly began to swell. It was nearly dragging along the ground when I buried her underneath the oak tree my father planted in the backyard. 

Priscilla was late for the clinic again. We were driving a red Chevy Blazer at that point. Princess had accompanied her out of the front door. Not one minute later Prissy was screaming. She had gunned the engine backing out of the driveway in a hurry and run over our very pregnant dog. 

The last time I saw Princess was just before the shovelful of black soil covered her from my view. Her eye, open completely with pink and white showing underneath, was staring up directly at mine. 

I don't care if it was an accident. Not all things are forgiven with time, which does not, by the way, heal anything. Whoever tells you that is a psychopath placating you with an agenda. 

I do not expect to have another dog or any other pet before I die. I don't need to be needed. I have self-worth. The love and affection of another human being is not the same relationship. If that's what your relationship is, get out of it immediately. That is not healthy, and neither are you. The goal is mutual independence, not enforced dependence. Anything that does not result in total freedom of thought and action for both parties is a criminal act. Here in America , it is actually unconstitutional - the negation of one's human right to freedom and the pursuit of happiness. The aforementioned Patricia Ann Roberts, if she is still alive, is right now having her human rights violated by the coward narcissist white supremacist Thomas Wayne Randle, being trapped in isolation without freedom - living day to day as a slave in fear. A most unpatriotic act from someone who imitates Rush Limbaugh. Bordering on treason, certainly worthy of ejection. 